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even by a dog-fight. As the day wore on feeling
died down, the demonstrators got hungry or even
thirsty, and gradually realised that sooner or later
a start must be made for home. Then it was that
excitement arose.

There were always a few ardent ones who felt
that something tangible ought to be done and for
their pains they usually found their way to the
police station and remained there for the night. I

remember Ted ------, a brewer's drayman from West

Ham, running like a hare across the Park pursued
by half a dozen policemen. I never knew what the
row was about. He was one of the heroes of our
young days by reason of his prowess as a street
corner orator. He was a witty speaker with many
stories and anecdotes, and a big store of irony and
satire.

He had a brilliant daughter who could play the
piano really well. He used to say that their front-
room was so small that when she wanted to play
the piano she had to sit in the passage and play it
through the door. No doubt a colourable imitation
of Jack Jones' story that when he wanted to get
into his trousers he had to open the window. He
would compare his daughter's opportunities and
attainments with those of Queen Victoria: "Look
at 'er," he would say, "she 'as thirty pianos in 'er
'ouse and can't play a bleeding mouth organ."

He came to Bow very often to speak at street-
corner meetings, but we never felt quite happy
until the meetings were over and the audiences safely